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a wish to have his photograph taken, and
my husband arranged to do it for him on
a certain day. He arrived with a large
bundle, saying that he wished to be allowed
to change his attire in our grounds, as he
desired to be taken in the royal dress, and
could not walk from his house to ours
without being subjected to the ignominious
treatment I have already described. So he
retreated to the largest tree he could find
and retired behind it, where he hastily attired
himself in the coveted robes, adding as extra
adornment a cap of green satin embroidered
in gold, shaped like a small tea-cosy, and
curious sorts of pads, also of green satin, on
the backs of his hands. He put a large red
flower in his buttonhole, and borrowed my
husband's watch and chain, as he had none
of his own. H e looked a very queer character
indeed, but the photograph turned out a
great success and filled him with delight,
which increased tenfold when I painted one
for him. He divested himself, after the picture